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THREE DAYS

IN THB

‘LIFE OF A FATHER.

LL is truth in what one is about to read;
nothing is supposed but the form. The au-
thor speaks as having written from hour to hour,
while, in fact, it was not until the three days had
passed away that the idea of writing occurred
to him.

.~ They were, however, days such as those of
which every hour, every moment, stamps its im-
press on the soul; thus it is not ﬁctlon to recount
them as present. - '

Are any astmxsh"a. that ﬂ}l e2 d-ays can fill so
many pages? s i 3.,0: 3

Three days, in JOF, how - -short! in affliction,
how long! Happiness is guickly related ; at
the outset, one tninks that it will never end
shortly one perceives that it is finished, that lt
is but telling over and over the same tale. Joy
seems to be productive, but it i3 sorrow wWdnw

[\



4 THREE DAYS IN THE

really so. Three days in sorrow is a lifetime.
This is, then, the life I would recount ; nor is it
more my own than that of many others. I do
not solicit exceptional sympathy under a case of
trial, uncommon, extraordinary. Alas! on the
contrary, I come to offer sympathy to many a
heart struck by a similar blow. But I hope it
will not be a barren sympathy to such, if, in re-
counting all my weakness, I tell them where I
found strength. Perhaps it may do some good
to a few.

Let no one misunderstand the intention or the
sense in the constant use of the 7 and we, which
I so little fear to repeat. I do not appear in
~ these pages for my own sake, nor would I for
anything but the opportunity of considering, as
in the presence of God, certain facts, certain
ideas. If I take these facts from my own his-
tory, and thesé. .thoughts fmm my own heart, it
is as if I webé to ‘take them ﬁom the history
and heart of any o.ne é}séf Ghe word more—
The father will spe,ak ‘miich of the child, much
of himself, but Htt'le oi‘ the mher Is it neces-
sary to say that this will not be egotism, but
respect for that suffering which any analysis
would probe and publicity profane?

And now ye hours of mourning return, reoeat
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" what ye ere-while said to me, that I may re-
" count it to my brethren in bereavement!

Saturday Evening, half-past eleven.
f I HAYVE just re-entered my study; taken my
' accustomed seat at my writing table. Silence
reigns in the house. All are asleep, or if they
still weep, it is now silently, each one by him-
self, aside and before God alone. I have left
the mother sleeping, thanks to fatigue. I
tremble at the thought of her awakening. The
lights are extinguished except the one in my
" room, and that in the chamber where reposes in
her long last sleep our dearly loved little angel.

Death hath installed himself under my roof.
We disputed with him his victim during two
days ; all was done that was possible to be done.
God does not forbid this ; God wills it.

Did we act with faith, with true faith; con-
fidence in God, not in our own wisdom? I know
not. With sufficient submission? I hope so.
Yes, even in the moments when hope revived,
we strove to rcmain quietly in presence of the
sacrifice, and to offer in sincerity to God this
precious treasure which He seemed to be giv-
ing back to us.

1%



8 THREE DAYS IN THE

He has taken it; but behold me already re-
compensed for my persistency in the offering.
If I had allowed myself to believe it still mine
where should I now be? God, in those gleams
of hope, would have seemed as it were to have
been trifling with me. But no. I feel that he
would but afford me the opportunity of giving
to Him twice, yea, thrice, that which he was
about to take. I have given; Istill give. “It
is more blessed to give than to receive,” Jesus
said. If this be true of the world’s other things
why should it not be true of the children which
God lendeth tous? Why cannot we be happy
in giving them to Him? This is what I say to
myself, and for certain I am right. But still.
there is within me this poor heart which reasons
not, and which at times would take back in de-
tail that which I believed to have been given en-
tirely. The joys of the past two years with my
little one pass and repass before my view, and, in
spite of myself, I stretch out my hand to seize
them again. It was the little infant in the
springtide of its young life, the tender plant,
which rejoiced the eyes while yet it could
say but little to the heart. It was the young
child in all its simple gracefulness, blended with
a something, I know not what, which discloses
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a heart already riper than its years. It was the
joy of the house, the delight of young and old,
the living plaything, loving, doubly loved with-
out injustice to any, since brothers and sisters

- were the willing accomplices in this monopoly

of love.

It was to myself a perpetual renewing of life,
a relaxation from fatigue, a smile at the termina-
tion of all my hours of labor, the centre, and, as
it were, the personification of all the happiness
which God hath sown by the hand of others
over the pathway of my life.

It was . . . ah what a pang in these
words : “ It was/” Yes; ¢t was . . . and
it is but three hours since I could say; 1t s

but three days when I said it with a
confidence of which nothing announced the fra-
gility.

She will never again come to tap with her
little hand at my door ; she will come no more
to seat herself at my writing-table to take her
accustomed childish review of books, papers,
pens, pencils, the arsenal of my vigils ; she knew
them all as well as I did myself, and I can look
upon nothing that she has not gazed upon, touch
nothing that she has not touched. How I de-
lighted in her happiness! How she wonsd
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almost to know how to give me this pleasure
without giving me the trouble of again putting
in order the objects of her curiosity! She took
them up one by one, she put them down again
one by one ; each one interested her, each one
for the moment occupied her entirely, as if she
wished, by every one of them, that one day I
should find her again entirely.

That day is come, and each object brings her
back again to me. Sweet visions! which will
later prove consolatory, but which can now but
add to my regret. The child who came so full
of life and playfulness to sit on my knee, I have
just left silent for ever, immovable, insensible to
all her little pleasures, which also had become
mine. The warm rosy cheek, so often pressed
against mine, I have left in the pallor and chill
of death. The eyes, once beaming with intelli-
gence and life are dim, and I have closed them
for ever. .

To close the eyes of those who ought to close
ours,—ah! to the flesh this is the great non
sense, the highest contradiction ; and who is he
that hath so far conquered the flesh that it should
be completely silenced, and he lament no more ?
Yes, when it fell to me to render to the child
these last offices, a voice within me cried that it
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was contrary to nature, and I hear that same
voice still ; nor should I be a man’if I did not
hear it. '

But another voice arises, and, without stifling
the first, it recalls me to calmer sentiments. '

Nature! By what right should I oppose the
laws of nature to the will of Him who hath
made them? Shall I not thus invoke, at my
will, either nature against God, or God against
nature? Nature, ought it to have saved my
child, and God, ought He to save me, in a
ghip-wreck, from the hands of incensed nature?
This is true contradiction ; but, nevertheless, it
exists in me; in me, who can only view things
through the medium of my affections or my
afflictions. But there are not in this world two
powers. Nature! It is but a word. There is
only God, who can be but one being, one power,
one will, one almighty good also, whether this
be visible to us at times or not. It is my glory
to feel myself under his hand, in his hand. In
nature! Does not the grass of the field wither
before its time, the flower before it be fully
blown? The grass and the flower, and my
flower, my sweet flower which I mourn,—of all,
all, God determines the duration; it is God
who giveth, it is God who taketh away. “ ™=
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hath given ; he hath taken away.” Blessed he
his holy name!

But am I to believe that God designedly
strikes the object most dear to us, in order to
remind us that it is to Him, and to Him alone,
that our love is due? Let us not be so prompt
in deciding on the reasons for his dealings with
us ; even in submission there may be temerity in
this, and we may conceive a God which iz not
the true God. I should feel myself hard-hearted
were I to go to a mother or to a father, and
say to them that their child was taken away
because they loved it too much. Ought I to ex-
ercise this hardness against myself? I do not
think that God demands it; nor do I think it
would be the best means of making me give to
God the love of which perhaps I gave too much
the child. Let us not suffer ourselves to repre-
sent God as unmerciful, uncompassionate, even
when He may seem to be so; let us the rather
seek another explication of his dealings, or, bet.
ter still, let as not seek any. There is some-
times I know a sombre pleasure in thinking and
speaking of ourselves as overwhelmed by a heavy
band, and suffering ourselves to be crushed.
Thus this hand becomes the Destiny of antiquity,
not that of the God of the gospel; and the sen-
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timent to which we abandon ourselves is dis-

couragement, or stoicism, two things equally un-
christian. Let us humbly leave to God his own
reasons, contenting ourselves in the assurance
that he loveth us. This is the grand truth, that
we can at all times courageously declare to
our brethren, and to ourselves also. When He
giveth, he loveth us; when he taketh away, he
loveth us still. Nay, even more. Love is al-
ways the same; the demonstration otherwise,
better so, without doubt, since he hath recourse
to this. The Scripture saith, “ Whom the Lord
loveth he chastiseth.” Does this declare that
there are those whom the Lord loveth not? No.
It saith only, that trials are one of the forms of.
his love. Again, let us rest here, striving only
to believe that this form when it comes to us is
the best.

Midnight.

THE clock has struck, a new day has com-

menceg, the first that I shall pass without her.
Singular .propensity of our hearts, so constantly
to bring :back everything to ourselves, as if the
universe, even ought to adapt itself to our sor-
row ;. it ‘seems almost strange that midnight
shouldlfdrrive exactly at its time, that the clock
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should strike twelve strokes exactly as it did yes-
terday, the day before, and as it usually does:
I would have . . . what is it that I would
have had? I know not; but I have been as
it were disturbed, that time should pursue its
course 0 impassively by the side of such a crush-
ing sorrow. Midnight! I ought to seek some
rest for I have need of it. I.must see her once
more. I had determined not to return till to-
morrow, but it is impossible. It seems to me
that I shall forget her features; it seems also
that she is expecting me, and that it would pain
her to wait till to-morrow. I will go then. How
often I stole in, this evening, into that silent
chamber, to gaze on that peaceful sleep, the con-
templation of which seeming to’shed over me
more calm than I could obtain from sleep itself!
How often her mother sought me to share with
her the sweet spectacle! “If angels sleep,” w
said, it must be so.” My heart expauded in t
serene atmosphere, and I returned more consol
to my broken occupation ; and more than o
page begun in painful travail, was accomplishe
almost unconsciously, more tranquiliy, mere |
ously, under this gentle and benign intluence.
Let us enter. There she is; such ay de
hath made her! If I could only forget tb
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is death, I could love her still better thus. Oh,
Madeleine! Thou wast but a pretty child ;
thou art beautiful now. The infantine calm has
given place to a solemn, mysterious peace. The
eyes seem closed but to gaze inwardly upon the
rays of some unknown light. The lips which
smile no longer seem ready to open with some
revelation of another world, seme hymn of
heaven.

I scarcely dare, dear child, to kiss thy fore-
head as formerly ; death, ere it annihilate the
earthly envelope of thy soul, hath set an impress
of grandeur on thy brow which thy father con-

;. templates with respect. It is no longer infancy,

neither is it another age; it is a something
. which no longer corresponds with our terres-
trial division of time, of years, or series of years.
The noble immobility of thy features portrays to
me a world where time is no more, and where
every age is the same. Blessed be God who
thus speaks to me of immortality even by the
view of death, and who can transform into a
messenger of hope this poor body which the
earth is about to devour!

And it has something else to say to me ; this
serene face seems to indicate possession, pleni-
tude ; these folded hands, prayer. A double

2
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image of the life of heaven. The redeemed pos-
sess ; the redeemed pray. To possess, to ask, to
obtain, to ask again ; to drink in full draughts |
of life, of truth, of peace, and to be eternally
thirsty ; to implore and to receive every hour, in
the same transport of thankfulness, of love, all
that one has already received, and received for
eternity,—such is the happiness of the redeemed ;
and such is thine, my daughter! Shall we have,
we, who weep for thee, any part in this eternal
prayer? Wilt thou ask for us a little of that
peace and that joy which will be accorded to
thee without measure?

I want to believe this, and shall I avow it?
This is what I most thought of, when I drew
together those two little drooping hands, when
I intertwined those little fingers, and sealed
them with a kiss ; I have allowed the coldness of
death to render them inseparable. It seemed to
me that thy soul could not but do some little
thing for us, for me, which thy folded hands
would indicate, and I then beheld thee, not as
lifeless on this funereal couch, but as kneeling
before the throne of the Lamb in Heaven. Thus
shall T henceforth behold thee whenever I pray
myself ; thus shall I find thee in thought, before
God, until I meet thee in his presence.
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She had not yet prayed, for I am one of those
who would not that the lips should pray before
the heart can be in the prayer ; but more than
once, of her own accord, she had joined with her
little voice in the hymn we were singing, the
melody of which pleased her, and expressed,
without knowledge of it, the joy of the Chris-
tian’s departure.

‘Where Jesus ever liveth, for us interceding,
‘Where happy saints in glory stand ;
By his leading joyfully on our way proceeding
Homeward to the heavenly land
These lines, which she never understood be-
low, I see her understand instantly, the mo-
ment the heavenly land opened upon her view.
I remember well the smile which used to light
up her little face, when her dawning intelli-
gence seized upon some new idea, or the exter-
nal world, interrogated by her infantine curiosi-
ty, yielded up one of its secrets. How bright
will that smile have been at the glorious sur-
prise reserved for her in heaven! How happy,
how exalted is she in the discovery of that holy
and mysterious union which the name of Jesus

- establishes between the two worlds! Now she
- will know the meaning of What We swng, =™
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she will sing with us, with the saints in glory,
Him who prayeth for us, who prayed for her
before she knew how to lisp his Name.

And now, Madeleine, adieu for to-day. The
night advances ; I am cold; I am cold at heart
especially. I strive to rise; I fall .back. I
warm myself an instant in those holy rays which
Heaven graciously sends me, and then returns
the chilling reality, penetrating, and enveloping
body and soul. A degree of remorse seizes me
in the thought of not having sufficiently enjoyed
thee, in not having sufficiently blessed God for
the joy thou hast been to me. It almost seems
to me that had I been more thankful I might
have reclaimed thy life, or more loving, I might |
have detained thee as by force with us. Folly,
I know, and even culpable folly, for it borders
on revolt ; but how can I hinder these thoughts
coming into and harassing the mind? I can
only humble myself in my trouble, and ask God’s
help against the temptations of sorrow.

Again adieu, for to-day, my child . . .
Adieu . . ,
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Sunday Morning, seven o’clock.
AND I returned to my room, but I had not
finished with these temptations. I took my
Bible; I tried to read. Impossible. The eyes
read ; the mind and heart were elsewhere.

It was moreover at a place where the Bible
opened of itself, as some one has said, under the
hand of one needing consolation—it was at the
last chapters of St. John. I found all the texts
that the afflicted turn over and over again, as
the miser his gold.

I persevered ; at length I became the better
for my reading ; and I succeeded at last in be-
coming completely calm. I had begun at the
fourteenth chapter, arriving at the seventeenth.
Another painful struggle arose. I remembered
reading this chapter on one of the calmest days
of my life. Soon this association absorbed me ;
the mourner of to-day looked back to the happi-
ness of the past; the consolatory chapter sug-
gested but a melancholy contrast.

I turned to the eleventh chapter, Jesus raising
Lazarus. In this chapter there are details, and
words, which nothing can resist. “I am the
resurrection and the life.” 7 am/ He does not
promise ; it is He himself whom he announces.

DA
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The resurrection and the life are there, present,
incarnate, before the tomb of Lazarus ; it is the
resurrection, the life, which the two sisters be-
hold as they look upon Jesus. _

Already had I blessed God for having recon-
quered me by this view. But I counted too
much upon myself, and the end of the narrative
brought back again the bitterness,—Lazarus was
given back again to his loving ones. My daugh-
ter will never be given back to me.

A word, notwithstanding, remained with me,
the most human of the divine page, and this
word, in restoring my comfort, helped me to re-
ceive the whole. “ Jesus,” says the evangelist,
“wept.” He who was about, by a simple act of
his sovereign will, to bring back Lazarus to the,
light of day, yielded himself to all those im-
pressions which have no power with death ; he
groaned in the spirit, and was troubled; he
wept. Then I may weep; I cannot listen to
those who insist solely on the glorious, joyful.
point of view in the departure of our beloved
friends. Does not the word stand there to reas-
sure us of the legitimacy of tears ?

I see it stand there, also, as a promise, of par-
don to those who may have too humanly trem- -
bled, too humanly wept. * Jesus wept,” and yet
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he was about to find Lazarus again, and he
knew it, and to do this he would have but the
word to speak. To us, our separations in com-
parison with eternity are short, very short : but
they arc long as regards earth, irrevocable,
eternal. as we say. O Saviour, Lord, be not thou
angry with us, if at times our hearts fail us be-
fore such an abyss, and if thy word even is
sometimes powerless to raise us! Thus I strove
to conquer my weakness. But I dared not pray,
for I feared that I should not succeed ; it was
the sick one who hesitates about trying the new
remedy, fearing to prove that, although he be-
lieves it to be good, it may have no power upon
him. God helped me, however ; I took courage.
It was that kind of prayer which does not for-
malize itself, wherein one humbly throws one’s
self at the feet of Him who knoweth ail our
needs. My thoughts fell successively on all
mine ; then again I experienced a painful shock,
when my lips were about to utter the name
which I must henceforward omit.

But God did not permit the sacred image thus
evoked at this moment to bring back too much
anguish. It secmed to me that I was beginning
to be reconciled to the idea that one of my chil-
dren had left the paternal roof, to be sheltered
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under the care of a better father than myself
and with this thought I was enabled to clos
my eyes.

‘When I reopened them, it was day. The night
although so short, had left the impression of ai
interminable struggle between fatigue and tha
state which is neither sleeping nor waking, nei
ther dream nor real life, a strange intermingling
of both. The blow which God had permittec
yesterday, had often fallen upon the father’
heart and imagination, in dreams of the nighit
even in the time of full possession. You hawv
experienced this, fathers and mothers, doubt
less. What joy then on the awakening! As on
shakes the weight off the chest so to chase awa;
these dismal shadows which envelop the soul
Thus had I done more than once during th
night in my dreams, again and -again chasing
away the anguish, finding myself again sux
rounded by all my beloved ones. Alas! it wa
the awakening which was the dream, the illu
sion: the sorrow which remained true, real
But these imaginary awakenings, these alterna
tions of joy and grief, were, nevertheless, of som:
value to me. That which I had dreaded s«
much, the awakening, the true awakening in th
morning, was the less rude ; I had served my ap
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prenticeship in dreams, and the shock by repeti-
tion moderated. I found myself, in consequence,
less agitated in presence of the inexorable real-
ity ; I again took up my burden without finding
it too heavy, and this was gain assuredly. Then
a friend came to my aid. The godfather of
Madeleine had transferred to her some of the af-
fection he had borne to a son long since wept.
The two children are now reunited. Is it not-
said, that the dead attract the dead, and tha’
mysterious link, established by our love betw
two beings, condemns them to depart togesck.
or to follow each other? the
It is but a year, almost day for day, that she
other child was called away, the recollectioe
of whom has never quitted me since yesterday.
Daughters of two sisters, born the same month,
Margaret and Madeleine, they were baptized
together. Sweet féte/ solemn day! Still I seem
to see the windows of the old church, glittering
under the radiant sunshine of June, the two fam-
ilies grouped together in the vast nave tinged
with the purple and azure rays of light stream-
ing over them. Silence all around, for but few
were there ; it was not the hour for service ; but
the silence and solitude even of these vaulted
aisles seemed, ag it were, to add their intercst to
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the solemn rite, as though the joy of our
sufficed to fill and yield fragrance to the s
But then, whenever are these aisles dese:
* On what day or hour can we enter the an
church of St. Peter at Geneva, and not find
peopled with grand recollections of noble
heroic Christians? Here was raised, firm
lofty, the candlestick lighted with the evang
oWord; here came on pilgrimage, as to the
yesmodern times, all those who thirsted
hearh and liberty ; here have prayed, have -
evenfound again in God, country and good t
expde kingdom, those who had been compell
lestt their country and goods for the sake ¢
sg6spel; here thousands have found streng
/go forth anew as soldiers of Christ to meet ¢
tism of blood. And it seemed to me that I .
see all these generations present at our pe:
baptism. The grand old cathedral seemed
for us, for our two little angels, smiling, lc
blooming babes. And the man who from
vin’s pulpit pronounced the church’s benedi
the man who immediately afterwards, a
foot of that pulpit, sprinkled the typical
on the forehead of these two infants,—wa:
of the two fathers; it was myself. Now
are in a nobler temple, both these infants
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we then presented to God. They have found
again, not as a souvenir which can be evoked,
but living crowned with eternal glory, those
generations of Christians which I, in imagination, -
raised again, around their baptism. We in-
scribed them on that day, in the visible church ;
God hath done that which we could only do as
ime: He hath received them into that
a

1] ch, the invisible, the holy the immeor-
'k, 7 eea
Btbep
. Nine o'clock.
2. /VE seen her again. Filled with the

ges of death might have already made some
#ge which would bring me back to the real-
ities of the tomb. But no. It is my angel of
yesterday, still more beautiful, if it be possible.
-T could only stay a few moments ; it was ne-
cessary to write to several friends. Many, had
not even heard of the illness, or the cause of
alarm ; they still believed me the happy father
they had met but three days ago. And shall I
~ find many among these who have not passed
through a similar trial? I have never yet made’
[ the calculation ; henceforth I shall have more
+ consideration.

F Jughts of eternity, I had some fear lest the

-
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For the rest, I experience a sort of pleasure—
strange word, here, but I know of no better—
in trying to make them understand that they
have no longer this advantage over me. And
will not this pleasure consist in my becoming the
object of their sympathy? No ; there is another
reason and a more christian one, and the princi-
pal one to me I hope. Whoever has not passed
through some trial is an incompetent being, and
he feels he is 80 ; he will feel it at any rate, after
passing through affliction, that he was so, and
that he will never again be so. Then, every
affliction has its own work to do in our souls;
had you understood all things, save but one, then
had this last one something to work in you.
Can a father be complete as a father in the sight
of God, or a mother, even a mother, as com-
pletely a christian as much as a mother, if she
never had a child to mourn for? To be a father,
or a mother may be a blessing, but it is of no
christian value unless it may have advanced the,
education of our souls, and our preparation for
heaven. Believe you that soul-education can be
complete in those who have only possessed, whe
have never been called to give up their posses-
sions? I know a father whom God hath still left

in possession of all his children, who, in speaking;

oOomMRrREAMAJ
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of a friend bereaved as myself, said : “It is him,
perhaps, whom God hath enriched, and perhaps
it is me whom He hath impoverished.” He
spoke the truth ; the Father, spared the loss of
his children, remained rich with his flourishing
family, but poor perhaps, in resignation and
faith ; the afflicted father is enriched by the bles-
sed fruits of trial.

But these riches, Lord, who are they who ask
them beforchand? And if we had to choose
between riches and poverty, thus understood,
who would not ask for poverty? .. Alas! I
should have asked this like any other. Thou
hast chosen for me. Thy choice is good, assuredly.

Ten o'clocks
IT is Sunday to-day. I remembered this on
awakening ; the bells also remind me of it.
_The bells! when we are joyful, they are joyful ;
when we mourn, they are mournful. The Cathe-
dral sends me to-day its sympathetic wailings,
as it enveloped me on that other day with its
silent joy. Such is life. These sounds which
reach me so mournfully, so solemnly, come joy-
ously to others.
Mournful, or otherwise, it i3 10-day W e
3
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of the church, the call to worship! How I should
like to go and take my accustomed place in the
temple! But my presence would astonish. It
might be thought an ostentation of resignation,
of zeal, and I ought to avoid such an appearance.
The more I advance in life the less I under-
stand those who never respond to this call. In
happy days, to take our joys to the temple ; in
days of sadness, our griefs; on ordinary days,
as there are such for all, there to go to find
again thoughts of living interest, perpetual,
eternal. I know that these thoughts are con-
" fined to no particular place ; but where can they
be better sought than in the house of God, in the
whole assembly together, each one for himself,
all seeking the same treasure, and each able
to appropriate it wholly to himself? Do any
say that one can pray everywhere? This is
true ; but those who proclaim this the loudest
are those who pray nowhere. There once was
a time when if a place became vacant in the tem-
ple, a place in the cemetery had just become
filled. And for a long time, also, the temple
was the place chosen above all others for the
last resting-place, and although bordering on a
false idea such a desire may have been, still
there was veneration in this fidelity to the holy ‘
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courts. Chime bells, chime, chime on! ye are
no longer the solely call, ye are the protestation
of the church against those who hear ye no more,
and once ceasing to hear ye, it is as if all con-
cern, all pleasure, consent to this silence.

Oune would be happy without God, suffer
without God, live and die without God. . .

To die! yes ; one sometimes even succeeds in
this. But to see one’s own die and be happy,
ah! this is more difficult.

I have been told of a man who was never seen
in a church, and who boasted of this. His only
child fell ill, and in a short time was at the point
of death. The Pastor visited him ; accustomed
to read the human heart, he understood by the
man’s tone, although he neither spoke of the ill-
ness, or of the child, that a deep movement had
taken place within him. He looked at him
fixedly, saying to him: “You have prayed!”’
The man was at first silent, then murmured
something ; at length with an immense effort
and in a trembling voice, said, “ Ah, well, yes, I
have prayed.” It is probable that he had not
known how to ask for more than that his child
might be spared to him, and I know not if this
first prayer inaugurated any change in his soul ;
but he had prayed, earnestly prayed, and per-
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haps it might have been that he had done that
by the death-bed of his fon which he would have
never donme on his own death-bed. But let us
not be too hasty in condemning this or that
prayer. God alone is the judge of this. There
might be pride in our judgment. " Ah! poor
father! Betwecn hiz prayer and my prayers,
which I may be tempted to think better, the dis-
tance is probably less than between my prayers
and true prayer, that which lays aside all calcu-
lation, and trusts entirely in God. Ah! who
can completely divest himself from some calcu-
lation, some dependence on those prayers he may
have striven to render as pure and as christian
as possible? Even at the very moment when
one may be saying : “ Thy will be done !"—one
may make a merit of it in the heart, and the
more one believes himself to have said it in all
sincerity, the more he may believe he has a right
to expect that this very sincerity may have for
its reward the favor implored. One would in-
deed offer his child to God, but it is in order
that God may touch the offering, and refuse to
accept it ; one leads the victim to Mount Moriah,
as did Abraham, and while preparing the altar,
one is expecting the angel to come to prevent
the sacrifice. One will, indeed, take the cup, but
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it is that God may take out of our hands. Was
it thus, that thou prayedst, O Jesus, the day when
thou criedst : “ Father, if it be possible ?” .. ..
Thou didst not calculate. Thou stretchedst
out thy hand in real earnest to take the
bloody cup ; thou didst not put thy will in the
place of that will which thou saidst thou wouldst
accept be it what it might. O afflicted ones, my
brethren! perhaps I take away from you, as I
take away from myself, the illusions which are
80 pleasing to us. We have believed ourselves
to be submissive, when we were not; we have
thought we prayed, and we have had so much of
human confidence in our prayers that it has
turned them into a sort of calculation. But lis-
ten : there is one prayer which we can always
offer without any reservation, and which ought
to precede all others : “Lord, teach us to pray.”
This is that prayer which the disciples one day
addressed to Jesus; and it is that which we
ought every day to offer up to Him. There is
no true prayer but that which God inspires ;
there is none worthy of Him but that which
comes from Him.

He alone then will teach us to use, in their
true sense, those words in the prayer which He
taught his disciples on that occasion « * Thywilh
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be done on earth as it is in heaven.” Inheaven there
is no resistance either open or hidden ; in heaven
thege is a perpetual immolation of the entire will
to the supreme will. There, it is true, there is
no painful sacrifice to be made, no Isaac to ask -
back again. There submission is easy, for all is -
happiness. Ah! it is this happiness which I
ought to ask God to permit me to taste, even
here below, even in the midst of trial. I know °
that I should not ask the impossible. I know
“that christians have realized this, that is to say,
God hath wrought it in them. Iknow that with
a riven heart they are enabled to will sincerely,
fully, that which God wills, or shall will, and to
find in this self-abdication a foretaste of the life
of heaven.—Lord, Lord, teach us to pray

Noon.,

EVERAL friends have called to see us since
the service. A house of mourning, is it not

" a temple also? I have led them all into our lit-
tle sanctuary. One I perceived had entered
without me. The little folded hands clasped a
bouquet of violets, the only flowers of the season, -
others were strewn over the child, as if it had

rained violets on this little couch of death.
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The surprise was both sweet and painful to
me. These humble flowers scattered her were
like the tears of spring over some tender plant
torn up to wither and die. The autumn, with
its falling leaves, seems destined to announce
death to every thing that can die; the spring
seems as if it ought to save all that can live;
and, when it is condemned to witness death, we
seem to feel it weeping with us. I have more
than once meditated, as it were interrogatively,
on the continuation of the life of those dear to
me, When November has sent me back again
to the town, my last look on my trees has always
been to ask them who will be here when they
bloom again.

She loved flowers ; it was not as a child does,
generally, loving them all, seeking from all, in-
discriminately, but the passing amusement of an
instant. She desired the finest. I had culti-
vated this growing taste in her, as it seemed
to me a prelude of the love of the beautiful in all
things, of the true, by consequence, in the things
of intelligence, and of the good in those of the
heart. Still I scem to sce her contemplating a
rose, as on one day in the last autumn ; it was a
rose which she had asked me to gather for her.
As she held it in her hand, her countenanes
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changed to a seriousness which was very strikin
to me. She appeared to be seeking the clue t
some mystery ; why the rose was so beautifu
and who had made it so, and what this beaut
might reveal.

How many such questions had crossed her littl
mind I had never thought of as yet ; but Isaid t
myself, on observing such serious attention, that:
love already so decided for the beautiful work:
of the Great Workman, of whom she was stil
ignorant, would soon aid the education of he
soul. As soon as she might be able to seize the
idea of a God, she would perceive Him in ever)
thing, everywhere recognise Him in his goodnes:
and in his glory, which the simple flower reveal
as much as the orbs of hcaven, to those who cal
search into and understand this. The lily, mor
glorious than Solomon, will discover that Provi
dence who can clothe with magnificence the hum
blest. The rose, fresh and blooming, will teacl
a thankful admiration; withered, the nothing
ness and vanity of all things. Thus would be
opened to her the pleasing and serious book of
nature, which leads to the book of God.

This book which I should have rejoiced i
spelling out with her, God hath closed for eve
on earth, to unfold it to her clsewhere, mor
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glorious and more clearly, doubtless. She could
now teach me to read it; she could reveal to
l me, both in nature and grace, the things of which

= 2
—

e

I'scarcely know the first word here below any
more than the youngest child. She has no more
4 need of my flowers ; she can gather all others in

the garden of God. There every tree is the
1§ tree of knowledge, true divine knowledge, cx-
"y panding indefinitely the faculties of those thirst-
il ing to pluck the living fruit. There God will
" continue to reveal himself in nature, but in na-
1 ture illuminated by the immediate rays of his
Tt glory and fertilized at the very source of his love.
There we shall see him in his works as in his
essence ; that God whom we at one time call
the God of nature, at another, the God of grace.
t There, as a Christian thinker has lately said,

“nature will be grace, and grace will be nature;
' or rather beyond the sphere of sin which has in-

tercepted the unique ray of eternal love, grace,
% and nature, in their supreme unity, will receive a
‘4 new name, which is not given to any to pro-
nounce here below.” It is there then, to the
bosom of” that nature inconceivable to our gros-
i ser conceptions, that I see the child transported.
And, nevertheless, “ O wretched man that I am!”
one of 'the most painful thoughts which has
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moved my soul the most keenly is, that the Spring {
will return, and she will not be here to meet it
with her smile. The trees which have witnessed
her playful gambols under their shade will know
her no more ; the buds which she saw beginning
to develop themselves last year she will not see
open ; the soft air which giveth life and heat to
all things, will leave her in the cold night of the
tombs : ah! these are images of which one can-
not rid oneself. She has no need of my flowers,
10, not any ; but every flower will rise and ask
me : “ Where is she?” and I must reply to each
flower, I must reply to myself, for certainly it
will occur to me, on the return of the flowers, to
find myself astonished with them that the most
loved one is not here. Thus rule alternately
the two hearts, the two men. The Christian's
eyes are raised above and he seeks the child
among the angels ; the father seeks her below,
and it may be long that he will seek her hera
Docs God demand that the heart of the Christisg
should entirely absorb the heart of the father
Hath he not created both ? -
And this is why these violets strewn over {
white robe, clasped in the little folded hand
have appeared to me so sweet and so sad.
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Three o'clock.

THER friends have called. There were
among the number some with whom I am
far from being at one, and, nevertheless, these
are not those which have done me the least good
to-day. Has it been on their side or mine that
the most steps towards Christian sympathy have
been taken? The earnestness I believe has been
equal, or, to speak better, God hath brought us
together in a higher atmosphere where every
word is hushed which is not love or peace. Why
then do we so often forget that every other is a
vitiated atmosphere, fatal? Why should we
wait until an opened grave recalls us to the
vanity of so much contention? Is it not always
open ? death but a little nearer or a little farther
off ?

If I have received visits, I have also paid them;
is it necessary to say to whom? Every moment
that I could dispose of I have given to her. Alone
with her, several times, I surprised myself by
speaking to her not simply the words of regret

.and tenderness. No: I spoke earnestly, gently,
“continuously, as Ishould have spoken to her could
‘she have heard, or rather, as not yet for a long

time I should have spoken to her. She advaneed
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in age and became transformed to me as e
hour fled. I had need to seek again on each
sit the child ; there is, as it were, other eye:
me which persist in sceing more than the ch
more even than the child has ever been in

world. Hence these endless conversations whe:
I fearlessly mingled the past, the future
thousand impressions, a thousand questions
if I should be so much the better understood
more I soared above the lowly capacity of a ch

I had already gone over all her little hist(
happy to tell her again and again, and to see
better understand, how much she was loved, :
how much happiness she had brought to us.
strove to sound with her the depth of the n
tery of family love and union, the heart enlarg
itself with every fresh object of affect:
Though it may seem complete, and thougl
may well be so, still the newly-born will h
its place, and what a place! before he arri
there was no void, but, after him, a void
mense ?

I also enquired what in God’s plan is the §
assigned to this love. It may remain like
other love, entirely earthly ; it may also re
to us the divine love. That which I felt tows
her is the same love which the Supreme Fat
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in the measure of his immensity, feels for me,
that which she owed to me in return, is the same
which I owe to God, multiplied by the immensity
of his grace. The union which was established
by blood between her and me, the depth of which
never appeared so fully as since the bereavement
of yesterday, is the feeble but true image of the
indissoluble bond which unites me to the Father
of spirits. From thence I interrogated her on
other mysteries, replying to myself, or pursuing
them as if she had answered me. This bond
which death had so painfully snapped asunder
did it consist solely in blood and affection ?

Is there not, between souls, a bond still more
intimate, a spiritual, immortal relationship? I
have need to believe this, in order not to alarm
myself with the thought that I may, more or
less, forget with the lapse of time this child
which has been taken from me. This thought
to-day more than alarms me; it tempts me to
rebel ; and I can understand all the depth of
meaning of that biblical passage, Rachel weep-
ing for her children, and refusing to be comforted.
I,als0, in this sense, although I am but the father,

ovel will not be comforted; and when one would

with a touch take away all my sorrow, I would

‘heg ask to keep it all as a sacred heritage. Doy, slwe
. A
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I, my daughter, I know well I shall not prove
1 exception to the common law, which is, that
orrow should diminish, and that even Rachel
hould weep less; I know that the time will
some, should I live, when thou wilt be to me ne
more than a distant souygnir, precious still, but
more or less effaced. This is what alarms me
to-day, nay, more, irritates me : this is why I have
need of thinking that oblivion even, (and
God forbid that it should ever go so far as ob
livion,) shall not break the bond of union between
thee and me. I would that this spiritual, im-
mortal relationship should guarantee to me thy
love to any moment when it may please God tc
call me, and mine to thee, that thou'mayst be t
me then, all that thou wast to me in life.

Siz o’cloc]
ND now, after the history of the last 1
years, let me endeavor to review that
yesterday. Every hour, every half-hour br
back to me, with a cruel fidelity, all the de
and emotions of the corresponding hour ; it
be said to be a series of pictures rising in -
to place themselves in spite of myself hefor
under my view. In spite of myself? no;
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they not to come I should call them up. I
would only say there needs no effort to recall
them.

Six o’clock ! It was about this time that the
last hope faded away, that art confessed itself
vanquished, and nothing remained to us but to
watch the agony of death, praying to God to
mercifully mitigate it.

Did I ask Him to shortenit? In truthI know
not. Two sentiments were again at strife within
me, and continued their struggle to the end.
God heard our first prayer ; the departure was
calm, the suffering became lessened, evidently,
perhaps null. Impossible, nevertheless, not to
desire to see the end ; but impossible, also, not
to say to ourselves: “ We still have our child,
and presently we shall have her no longer.”
Alas! this is what I'shall say the day after to-
morrow, when I must separate myself from that
which is no longer the child, but her perishable
remains. How was it that I did not say this
when it was herself truly, truly herself? and
then, instead of hastening the end, I seemed
to enjoy with a degree of happiness those mo-
ments which were still accorded to me. It will
be sweet to me, I thought, to have lost nothing,
Rest thee, child, rest! How couldst tnonne wo
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wch loved even for aninstant? I must let the
10, never to see thee any more.

I have, as it were, laid up a last provisior
of souvenzrs. Her look, the sound of her voice
will dwell the better in my memory ; I shall Ix
able to see her the longer as she used to be, ever
as in the days of health, of joy. And as to those
recollections which remain of her dying mo
ments, they will also have their sweetness. I
it nothing to have been able to lengthen ou
a peaceful adien? We love to accompany @
traveller a little way on his journey. It seems
as if the separation were made thus by degrees,
and, indeed, when the parting moment comes
although the apprehension has increased, th
separation has become rather the less tryin:
The dying hours which we have followed, st
by step, i3 as it were, the first stage on the jor
ney in the departure of our beloved ones. De
itself the final adieu. A last word to pronow
a last drop at the bottom of the bitter cw
taste.

As this moment approached, at one time
eyes brightened as the spark revives wher
about to cxpire; at another it was appar
extinguished, and each time one could belie
veil fixed ; I understood, or rather I divine
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it was. No more gleams of intelligence ; not
another glance to watch. Leaning over her,
an irresistible attraction caused me to watch still
more closely for the last movement, and the very
last sign of life. Thus I found my lips resting
on her forehead. A few sighs made themselves
heard, and then the immobility made me under-
stand that all was over. How can I describe
what I felt during those last minutes? Itswas
the adieu, amidst a flood of diverse ideas—revolt,
submission, bitter regret, then regret softened.
God hath permitted that this last should prevail.
Before this door opened to her, God hath per-
mitted one of the rays from beyond to descend
into my heart. I no longer feel that I have the
right, or even the wish, to detain the child still
here in our darkness when God hath opened to
her the gates of heaven. I led her, as it were,
by the hand to the threshold, and I have given
her into the hands of her true Father.

Go, then, dear child, go, He will love thee.
He has loved thee better than I, better, better
than thy mother, that Father to whom we consign
thee. The angels who are to be thy compan-
fons will love thee better than thy brother, bet-
ter than thy sisters. They desire to have thee
amongst them. They will raise Unir ‘mighesk
‘ o
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gong of welcome; they will lead thee amidss
the wonders of heaven. Depart, my child, de-
part! my white dove take thy flight! .

Yes, take thy flight ! we can bless thy departure.
a8 we blessed thy coming to us. If the day or
which thou enteredst this valley of tears, tc
wound thy feet with the thorns and pebbles of
the way, was a day of rejoicing, is it not a day
of jqy, also, when God taketh thee away from
the evil and the sorrow of this place of weeping?
He crowneth thee before the combat, and the
bitter cup which must cre long have been pressed
to thy lips He hath removed for ever.

Depart then! God wills it! . . . Ahlwe
had in store for thee a rich treasure of affection,
and the world promised thee all that it could
give of pure joys and happy days. We had
made the pleasant family nest very soft for thee.
It is but a few days ago that I saw thy little
brother of four years and a half approach thee
take thy hand, kiss it, and contemplate thee i
silence, and thou art gone from us. But God
grant that we may not regret for thee thest
good things of a day, these poor joys, when Goc
calls thee to His own. To us, every joy is tran
sitory, the springtime fadeth away ; to thec, ther
is now an eternal spring, neverfailing joys. T«
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3, earthly affections, unquiet, perplexing; to
leg, in His luminous plenitude, divine, eternal
>ve. Thou hast chosen the better part, we will
ot recall thee to share our misery. Take thy
‘verlasting flight, my white dove!

Eleven o’clock
PHUS have I reaccompanied her this evening
to the threshold of eternity. I found again
11 my impressions ; I lived over again the past
wenty-four hours.

And now that these twenty-four hours have
assed, I have lived a day without her ; a whole
ay’s apprenticeship of what my life will be
rithout her. Where am I in comparison with
esterday evening ? ought I to be satisfied, be-
re God, with this first day?

Thanks to Him I can be so ; not that I imagine
tyself to have made much progress ; and, besides,

may fall back. I shall fall back probably ;
ut I have made more than I hoped to have
one. I have less fear of the sequel ; less fear,
ot of the void, for it seems the rather to have
1creased, but of myself and of my weakness.
am resigned in some measure ; and this is also a
iep gained to find the effect, Alooughn W ke
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tle by little, of the succor from above. To asl
to be reéstablished all at once may be faith
doubtless, but it also savors of impatience ; Got
could work a miracle, but we have no right tc
require that he should do so. Then, unless ii
-were a fresh miracle there must be time for this,
in order that the true end may be attained. It
is not in twenty-fours that one can reap all the
fruits of a trial ; those even that one may have
already gathered have still need of ripening.
For myself I do not know that I ought yet to
speak of fruit." It seems the rather the earlier
season of preparing the soil, where the seed is to
fall, the more surely to make it take deep root.
Alas! even this labor may prove to be in vain.
Often have I seen the soil harden quickly under
affliction, and the good seed perish as heretofore.
God forbid that this should be my case. He
will give the fruits. He knows how much I have
need of them ; He knowshow much I have need
to speak of them from experience. One benefit
has already accrued to me. It is well in being
called to minister to those under trial not to ap-
pear tosuch as the happy man, speaking at his ease
- of those things which he has never experienced
or known. I shall never again speak ¢thus, my
brethren, believe me ; T shall know better, much
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better. Henceforth I shall have the right of
Speaking to you of the fruits of trial, as I have
8ince yesterday that of the burial itself. These
are two things quite distinct, and I ought to
take care not to confound them. Trials have
their dangers. Pride, the foremost: we may
even be proud in being able to call ourselves
afflicted. There is a sort of pagan austerity in
some persons who like to appear at the mercy
of affliction, with fate as they say. That this
kind of pride, or austere virtue, may not have
produced great courage, under great reverses, it
cannot be denied ; it is certain also that it may
have given strength, great strength, under every
species of trial ; but nothing really good can
come from pride. Such strength is not christian
strength. Most frequently, too, it docs pretend
to be so, glorifying itself on the contrary as
having nothing to do with the Gospel; but it
somctimes, nevertheless, believes it has, and here
is the great danger. Instead of seeking strength
in God, it is sought for in man, in the desire to
attract their attention by showing oneself strong
and resigned ; an evil way. Itisnothere where
the true fruits of trial are to be reaped. They
ripen not in the false sun of human glory ; they
must have the true beams of the Sun of Righte-
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ousness, and the breath of the Holy Spirit bring |
them to perfection.

Let us then take up our cross, but let us en
deavor to bear it, as Jesus commands, in fol-
lowing Him : without Him, even in bearing it,
we may but wander out of the way. Havel
followed Him, truly followed Him during this
first day ?—I would hope so. These questions,
even, which I address to myself, at this moment,
it is only He Himself who can have taught me
to ask them.

Monday Morning, eight o’clock.

ONE is almost surprised at being able to sleep,

and even peacefully sleep ; when I saw our
beloved dead again this morning, I was almost
ready to ask pardon of her for having been able
to forget her for so many hours. But the day
had been long and fatiguing. I find myselfa
little better for the repose, and prepared for this
day which will be long also, and which I much
dread. :

Yes, long, very long ; and yet I do not desire
to sce the end. Another weakness, which I do
not even attempt to combat ; it seems that I may
accord this to nature. And what is this weak-
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ness? It is that I love and even taste delight
myself in this little lifeless body, and that I
dread still more than yesterday the hour when
I must part with it forever.

But still if I yield to this impression without
scruple, it is not that I do not feel that it may
be an obstacle to others, more elevated, more
Christian. I have already said how much this
face, ennobled by death, renders present, visible,
the holy thoughts reflected there. But it is not
only the face which speaks to me. These dear
remains tell me of the vanity of our earthly
hopes, even the most legitimate, even the holiest.
They exhort me to build elsewhere than on the
sands of time, the sport of wind and waves.
They bring before my face the moment when we
shall be, we also, but inanimate flesh, we also,
to whom the privilege of a longer life will but
gerve to charge us before God with a heavy load
of  responsibility. But if by these reflections
death become more terrible in prospect, does it
not at the same time also appear serene and
amiable? Under what more pleasing image
could I behold death than that of this little sleep-
ing angel strewed with flowers? “The king of
terrors” hath put off his sombre aspect ; he is no
more than a lovely child who seems ' e wywy,
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to you: “ Come, come away, the passage is short
and easy, and it is so pleasant to be where I
am.” Then comes to me the remembrance of
our Lord’s words : “ The kingdom of Heaven is
of such as these.” One longs for this resem-
blance, one is led to ask it of the Lord. To be
come in His sight as a little child, is not this
one of the phases of that new birth which is
wrought in us by His grace? ¢ Suffer,” said
Jesus, “suffer the little children to come unto
me.” Yea, Lord, let her go to Thee ; and may
her departure at least teach me what I ought to
be, that mine may be as blessed, and that my
brother may be able to say of me: “Let him go
to his Saviour!”

Thus blend and brighten each other the sim-
plest and the highest views of faith by the side
of this funereal cradle—death cradle! cradle of
death.

Nine o’clock.
AND now, alas! come the humiliating realities
of our humanity, its melancholy and cruelly
terrestrial details. The “inspector of the dead”
is come to pay his visit. He permats us—it is
the ordinary formulary—to render to-morrow to
dust that which belongs to dust. Heis charged
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yregister the age, the disease, etc. The world’s
atistics wait to make up their accounts, to ar-
wge their statements. The death which is to
ave vou such an immense void, that the world
lmost appcars a desert, is but a unit in the
gures of science, and this unit, somuch deplored,
ay perhaps provoke the smile of satisfaction
ith him who has need of it to make up a calcu-
ition or confirm some theory.
Now, also, has arrived the agent of funereal
mp, disguising at his best the indifference with
hich he looks on so much sorrow, and so many
ars, everywhere the same. To him also it is
ut a unit; one thing only interests him, it is
hether the unit be little or great, light or
savy, and then what charge shall be made.
Apother administrator of these offices re-
arked to me: “ The mortality has been less of
te in the greater bodies than in the smaller.”
hus to such we are but bodies which come and
), eat and driank, to the day when “ mortality”
ranges its statistics. But still, after all, we
e all accomplices in this indifference ; a little
ore or a little less verbally crude, that is all.
death which touches not us remotely or near,
© circumstances attending it must have been
xy striking in order to move us even ‘wak
5
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slightly, or again ofttimes it will not move us in
the least, unless by some return upon ourselves,
or to some of our present or past sorrows, or
some event to which the future may seem to
have in store for us. Beyond this, a human be-
ing which expires, a leaf which falls, it is the
same thing, and if we have any sensibility to
dispose of, it would be rather in favor of the -
leaf. Then with regard to the more remarkable
deaths ; even in those losses in which we have
taken a deep and real interest, how long do we
bear them in mind ?  And if I ask myself what'
I have done in any of these cases, how long may
I hope that a friend, one of those even in whom
I may have found at this time the most Christian
sympathy, will seriously occupy himself with my
sorrow ?

To wish this were otherwise would be ego-
tism. The river of life rushes on unceasingly,
carrying down one and another, our eyes become
weary in long following each victim, a glance at
most and that is all that we can give, when it
does not immediately concern ourselves. But,
nevertheless, if this thought comes with bitter-
ness to the bereaved, if it be heartrending to
think that the being so much wept over is defin-
itively but a unit in a calculation, one body in
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a cemetery, the remembrance of but a few days,
even with those who have wept with us,—how
rejoicingly one turns to that other thought, that
there is One elsewhere whose pity never abates,
whose love knows no forgetfulness! Thus re-
turns, under a new form, all that there is of the
grandest and the most consolatory in the Gos-
pel. This poor unit which will be lost amidst
the millions of others, the work of Christ hath
been extended to it, hath taken hold of it, as
though it had been the only one in the world.
That which men have called a body, Jesus bath
called a soul, and He hath said that a soul is
worth more than the whole world, and He hath
done more than say this, for He hath written it
with his own blood, and we know that this price,
paid for all, is also paid for each one. Each
one can say my Saviour, each one in heaven will
find Ais Saviour, his own Saviour, his entirely,
the friend, the brother, the divine spouse. Oh!
how earthly, deplorably earthly, is the sentiment
of pity for our deceased friends, because the
world forgets, or will have forgotten them so
soon! When I am left alonc in my recollec-
tions of thee, my daughter, here below, I know
who will bear thee on his heart better than I can
in mine ; and when I must necds forgen WNoes,
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will never lose sight of thee. Art thou not with
Him? and hast thou not everything in Him ?
And it is not only in regard to our departed
that this assurance is consoling, for it is not of
them alone that we think when we speak of the
oblivion which awaits them. It is that we pity
ourselves in them, or at any rate with them.
“What then will remain of me?” The void
which I shall leave, how long will it take to fill
itup? If I were to return at the end of two
years, of one year, of a month, should I find
many persons glad to sce me again? There is
often great bitterness in this thought. O ye of
litle faith, look above? Ask not of the earth
that which it cannot give, even when it loves
most. Look at that other love which can, and
will give all things. What matter if on earth
you are to be forgotten, and become as nothing,
if in heaven you are to be one of those priests,
one of those kings whom Jesus shall make to
reign with Him for ever and-ever. In the vision
of the Apostle St. John listen to their songs of
happiness and glory. How they look down from
above on human glory. How they pity those
who bear the title of king or of emperor, who
may, it is true, live in the annals of mankind
and yet may be worse than nothing and forgot
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en if they live and reign not above! And ye,
vho even while living have neither name nor
place, who will have none to forget you, since
You have none to love you, it is perhaps more
easy to you to think of that Heavenly friend,
and to place yourselves entirely in His hand.
If the carth from its sadness is to you already a
living tomb, He can light it up as He can the
grave with a celestial brightness, and the neglect
of your fellow creatures will but unite you the
closer to Him who will never leave nor forsake
you.

Two o’clock.

UT I should be ungrateful if I were to dwell

to-day upon the ideas of human forgetfulness,
and abandonment of human nature. On all
sides I receive only tokens of sympathy, visits,
kind words, letters, and for her, flowers, choice
flowers, wreaths, and bouquets. . . . But
nothing can rival the bouquet of violets, already
faded in her little hands. They shall remain
till the hour of separation, and shall then be
kept as one of our relics.

I would wish to remember all that has been
said to me, so deeply touching, sympathizing and
Christian during these two days: % wou w

5%
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a treasure to me and to those who may read
these pages. But I believe I should try in vain.
I find ideas are always much the same, necessa-
rily ; and I feel that I could not clothe them
with that vividness which the diversity of char-
acter, or, still more, the diversity of trial that
each may have passed through gives.

I can but again admire how the Gospel in-
carnates itself, so to say, in each Christian, trans-
forming him, without taking away his identity,
speaking by his mouth, and still letting him
speak. Hence the fecundity of those ideas,
where the divine and human element blend with
each other, as the divinity and humanity of
Jesus, producing that astonishing varicty, al!
reproducing some of those intimate chords in
unison and sympathetic adaptation when they
present themselves to the afflicted for his conse- -
lation under any phase of suffering. In music
it is difficult to conceive how such diversity of
melody, so much scientific harmony, can be born
of so few notes.

The Christian notes are also few ; yet, never
theless, they have sufficed for ages for millions
of souls to chant in unison, in joy, in sorrow, by
the cradle, and in the presence of the tomb, vi-
brating from one soul to the other, responding
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continually in the same harmony through infinite
variations, and rising in concord as earth’s per-
petual psalm to Him who hath redeemed us by
his blood.

Such is the hymn which God hath permitted
me to hear, but which I cannot attempt to ex-
press in these cold lines.

But this is also the hymn of Heaven and earth,
and we have only to bend the ear a little more
attentively to hear it, distantly it may be, but
still better than here below. There, in the eter-
nal abodes, our beloved dead are chanting it, and
we cannot think of them, speak of them, but they
respond to us, in some sort, in accents of love and
thankfulness, which the truth better understood,
and consolations henceforth full, perfect, un-
changeable, inspire.

There the young child, as well as the aged
Christian long ripened for Heaven, reveal to us
the inexhaustible richness of divine thought fer-
tilizing the human. Yea, Lord, thou hast or-
dained to thyself praise out of the mouths of
very babes and sucklings, as the Psalmist says,
and when they are closed in death they yet speak
to those who will listen.

We will listen; we will evoke with joy, al-
though with tears, these thoughts which vendes
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her present to us a humble child, as formerly,
yet nevertheless the messenger of the Lord. We
will look upon, without too much anguish, those
touching little mementoes of her passage in the
midst of us—eclothes, playthings, cvery object
touched or loved by her ; and by the side of the
image of her pleasant face, that other sweet face
shall appear to our recollection, the sacred grav-
ity of which shall still the tumult of our hearts.
Jesus will not say to us, as once he said to Jai-
rus: “ She is not dead; she is only sleeping.”
He will say to us: “She liveth ;” and we shall
hear her say: ““ Yes, I live! ButIlive not that
life which you would bring back to me; I live
that other life which you would have rejoiced in
teaching me to seck. I have not sought it ; but
I have found it.” . . . And her view, fixed
on the Prince of life, will again and again tell
us, more cloquently than the most pious or learn-
ed doctors of carth, that “ He that believeth on’
the Son hath cternal life.”

Yes, he Agth it ; and it would be but a poor
way of understanding the Gospel to give this
name, cternal life, solely to that which follows
death. This word in Scripture does not signify
duration, but a principle ; this is the vital force
of a Christian, as much as it is a Christian truth,
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the immediate fruit of that new birth, uniting
the soul to the Saviour, and creating it for
Heaven. But this divine life, which so much
misery here below labors to stifle, who can better
teach us how to live it than those who already
live it solely, fully, in the bosom of the Saviour ?
‘We behold not their faces, hear not their voices ;
but we have established between us that myste-
rious communion which needeth not words, and
by which the thoughts of heaven are better un-
derstood. And this is not the ideal which I am
tracing, a dream of sorrow and imagination. I
do not believe that any Christian who has lived
much in thought with a beloved departed one,
has done so without living more or less in those
“heavenly places” where faith declares him to
be. That which before was love, earthly love,
the fragile intimacy of two beings brought to-
ether for a little while, is now the imperishable
union of two souls, a union which reveals to you,
you the living one, the exile, your full brother-
hood with him who is already living in your
common country. You feel that you will break
this union if you give yourself up to earth, if
you suffer to perish within you that principle of
life which is common to both. All the love
which you preserve for that soul you Wi\ e
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to that which shall keep it one with it, thag_
which unites your nature to its true nature, itgg
true destination. Thus will be working in yo
that which death hath wrought in that othes-
one. Thus you will become sensible of that
unity of eternal life, of which the two phases, the
one on this side, the other on that side of the
tomb, are but the unequal expansion of the samé
divine principle.

Let us, then, speak of our dead often, every
day, that the thought of their invisible presence :
may render them still dearer. '

Three o’clock.
IN such moments as those which I pass in re
view, the friends are not merely those who
visit, or write to one. One has made others, even
beyond the tomb, Christians who have been tried
in the same way, touched with the same sorrows,
and one asks how were they blessed to them.

I know a man who also lost a daughter, and
this daughter was also called Madeleine. The
man was called Luther.

Since yesterday I have thought much of Lu-
ther. Since yesterday, nay, rather since the day
before, even before all hope was given up, I could
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>t chase from my thoughts a celebrated Ger-
an engraving, viz., Luther by the death-bed of
(8 daughter, the dead child crowned with roses ;
nd when my eyes opened to present realities,
nding the other Madeleine living still, but
romised to the grave, my heart trembled ex-
eedingly. Then looking back on the past, I
aw by this bed of death, this father with his
1anly face, knecling, his eyes raised to Heaven,
reeping, but praying. The burden heavy, but
trength arriving has already come. Was he at
rst vanquished ? Perhaps so ; but he has risen
ictorious certainly. Then I remembered all
he Christian words which he uttered during
108e days of mourning, which even his enemies
1emselves have gathered up with admiration.
see him near the dying bed pouring into the
eart of his daughter that faith which filled his
wn. How he speaks to her of Jesus, of His
ross, and of heaven! How he strives to aid
er in disengaging herself from the ties of earth,
Iready weakened and loosened by the transports
f the youthful soul going towards those regions
‘hich he had so often pointed out to her. Then,
rain, returns the man, the father, alarmed to see
imself so well obeyed ; then, again, the strong
‘hristian, the citizen of the heavenly cowntry,
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happy to enter therein by his daughter, while
waiting to be received there himself. I hear the
cry escape him a short time before the consum-
mation of the sacrifice. Ah! I love her, I love
her, how dearly I love her! . . . and,after
this cry, the return to calmer thoughts and cooler
words of courage and resignation. Whether we
live or whether we die, we are the Lord’s! I
seemed to be present with his friends as they
witnessed this deep mysterious work which was
taking place in his soul. The great theologian
had made more steps towards his God in a few
hours by this death-bed than he had made in
years of meditation and combat. :

Since yesterday, then, it is that I see, that I
hear him by this dying child. It has been said,
that the theologian, going beyond the Christian,
was scized with an ardent desire to know more
of the mysteries of dying than is permitted to us.
It is said, that with his eyes fixed on the yonng
girl, they were at times lighted up with a fever-
ish curiosity, as if he had demanded, or waited
a word, a sign, a ray from beyond the veil.
That which is certain, is, that his writings bear -
traces here and there of this pre-occupation. He
would know more of what Heaven is, what is
done there, what is to be seen, and what is to be
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experienced there. It is evident that he had
need to restrain himself, not to desire to over-
pass the limit of that which is revealed to us,
perhaps even not to murmur for having to rest
there.

It would be impossible to entirely banish this
curiosity ; every death at least brings it back.

. Of a friend who departs on a long journey, we

love to know the first day, the second, the fol-
lowing days, if it can be, where he is, where we
in idea may imagine him to be, and, if we do not
know, our mind wanders over every spot, in spite
of us, into every situation where it is likely he
may be. Thus it is with the great departure,
except that this grand journey of all is finished
88 soon as it begins. And while the traveler
is still here, to be looked upon, absent we know
well, yet present by his earthly remains, it seems
that he ought to tell us that which we thirst so
much to know.

I have experienced this sentiment, and I have
also cxperienced another quite contrary to it.
Ishould like to know more, and I like also the
mystery which envelops death. It throws over
life a sombre reflection, it is true, but it is, not-
withstanding, a sublime one ; it keeps us upon
earth, yet it invests the future world wixh 2\ Noo
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attractions of an unknown magnificence. Thi
curiosity, which we may have repressed, ant
which, if otherwise, had discovered nothing, ma;
be permitted to revive on the bed of death, 1
order to aid the flight of the soul towards th
celestial regions. Yes, again, I should like ;1
open door, allowing one to see beyond it, and -
like also that closed door, severe, inexorable
which shall repulse me until the moment I pas
beyond it forever. It is written that * we wall
by faith, not by sight ;” this is not merely th
declaration of a fact, but it is the resumé of th
Christian idea. To walk by faith, to live b}
faith, to live on faith, this is Christianity. Faith
part is so great and so grand that it seems t
me it would have been lessened had it please
God to have given us more light on the thing
of the other life. I like better that faith shoul
be all on this side, and sight all beyond. I lik
better the total separation of the two worlds
united only by our desires, our holy aspiration
our eagerness to seize on that eternal life whic
is common to both worlds. Even in the days o
painful separation, there is more of true consol:
tion, I am sure, in this firm and noble conce
tion of the present economy than there would k
in a clearer conception of that which is to com
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Besides, how could we have a clearer concep-
tion, if God had not first endowed us with an-
Oother mind, which would not have been of this
world? So dark are we that in presence of
the few words in the Scriptures, which seem as
though they ought to be to us a revelation about
Heaven, we are like unto a blind man before
a gplendid painting, or as the deaf man near to
the most harmonious music; and if we try to
explain those words, we do but replace them by
§ others, which in reality explain nothing. We
are told we shall see God. See God! See the
Invisible! In what way? With what eyes?
Who knoweth? Who can know? Who would
comprehend even were an angel or one of the
dead were to come to tell us? An angell Itis
written, there are things which “ the angels de-
gire to look into,” and this desire which God
leaves unfulfilled is doubtless one of the ele-
ments of their happiness. There is joy even in
heaven in pursuing indefinitely the infinite.

And here I find myself brought back to what
T said yesterday, that prayer may exist in
Heaven ; and I think I can prove another re-
semblance, a new link between the two worlds.
I see not God, but I seek to know Him ; the re-
deemed see Him, and still they also aedk W0 koew
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Him. Isee Him not; and before this sublime
word, see God, even the immensity of the mys-
tery helps me to understand it a little. I leave
the idca of seeing decidedly incomprehensible,
here below ; I take that of the infinite, and my
heart plunges therein with a happiness which is
a foretaste of Heaven already. Yea, O my
God, if by the slightest lifting only of the veil
I am dazzled and transformed, what must there
be beyond ? To know Thee as thou art, to love
Thee as thou oughtest to be loved, Thou the sov-
ereign good, and sovereign verity ; to lose my-
self in Thee, and still preserve my own existence;
80 to be united to Thee, as never to fear to be
ever separated ; 80 much at liberty as to have the
happiness of giving myself to Thee every hour
again and again! To immerse myself in the
endless satisfaction of all the holy desires I have
ever amassed, of all Thou hast inspired in satis-
fying them! To attain every moment to the
summit of all my aspirations, again to aspire,
again attain for ever and ever! To adore at
thy right hand Him who hath opened up to
me this new world, to feel myself clothed
with his righteousness, crowned with his glory, " :
overflowing with gratitude eternally renewed,
like the joys which He giveth me to partake
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oft! . . . Yes,all this, even in the depth.of
my misery, I can in some measure understand,
and if this conception is not yet that of the joys
of Heaven, certainly it lifts me above the carth
and all that it hath ever given me.
And it is also one of the points of view which
helps me the better to understand what those
may be to me in the other world whom I have
 loved in this.
To partake of their joys, to make them par-
. takers of mine, is not this, here, one of the
purest and most fruitful sources of my hap-
piness? As a child T could not play alone,
tould not admire alone; as a father I am
happy when my children invite me to share in
their pleasures and in their admiration? The
object may be indeed small ; but it increases by
the sympathy excited by the part which it takes
in the common happiness, and I have said what
arose can do. In the higher regions of poetry
and art, I can enjoy alone, and enjoy much
alone, but can I do this long? and for a
continuance? No ; the communion of minds, of
hearts, the crown of all enjoyment is necessary
to me. I cannot long remain the sole spectator,
the sole possessor of the beautiful, the true, the
great. Imust have that sympathy of souls W
¥

|
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can seize on these things as I can, and with me, |

and while nothing can spoil this enjoyment more

than an insufficient, nothing can heighten my en-

joyment of these things more than a full, intel-
ligent and ardent sympathy.
And now let us take a higher view. Instead

of the beautiful, such as this life can offer, letus |

take it such as Heaven can give ; instead of the
good, perfection ; instead of the great, the infi
nite. Then, to be able to taste, to possess ; in-

stead of our unequal, distracted, fugitive apti- -

tude for others’ enjoyment, let us suppose intimate
communion, unalterable sympathy, multiplying
indefinitely our enjoyment with souls that shall
render us happy in witnessing their happiness,
happy in promoting their enjoyment of happiness.

No effort needed to reciprocate this happiness.
That which one beholds or possesses, the other
will behold and possess equally. That which I
thought to point out will be shown to myself;
that which I thought to give will be at the same
time given to me. Need I fear that this ineffable

interchange may destroy variety and diversity -

between souls? No; cach one will be himself,
and will remain himself, for without this, what
would become of the recollections in common,

the sacred links of the past? The weivy willbe !

P
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in happiness itself, in the common enjoyment,
in the sweet perpetual assurance that not one
particle of the happiness of any will be lost for
those he loves. Thus shall we find again in
Heaven the happiness of earth, purified by the
Holy Spirit, heightened by the greatness of the
objects, and yet remaining the same in its es-
gsential element— joy multiplied by holy affec-
tions, possession so many times complete as there
will be cherished souls to lay hold on it with us.

) Five o’clock.
HAVE I passed the bounds which I imposed
on myself? Havel, as so many others have
done, tried to pass over that which I have de-
clared to be impassable? I know not; but it
geems to me that for a moment I have breathed
the air of the celestial country, and I feel that
this moment can be often renewed. Nor are we
completely exiled as we sometimes say we are.
Heaven is not so far away ; the earth is not so
low. Faith and sight are two sisters. Never-
theless, even the very hour when I was medita-
ting on these things, another thought entirely
human, harassed my mind.
The second day is drawing ' ° Sewe. No-
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morrow before noon, ske will no longer be here ;
can I part with her without a likeness of her
other than that imprinted on my memory? Be-
fore these days, it is true, and while living, we
had sought this from the skillful pencil of one
who had known what it is to cradle a child in its
coffin. But I desired more, such as that newer
art alone can give, a portrait which would
be herself, strictly herself.

Yesterday, this mornipg again, I repelled this
idea. “ Why desire a portrait of the dead?” I
said. The other portrait, is it not better, such
as she was, better also to us- that which she is,
since we know that she lives ? Then, almost sud-
denly, I took another view ; why not preserve
all that is possible of her? Why prevent myself
from looking upon her, just as I have seen her
during these two last days ?

Then I had but one fear: whether the sun
had not too nearly set to permit of the operation.
The artist was hastily sought, the attempt was
successful, and I have what I desired.

Have I done right? I believe so. I feel that
I should have repented, thus depriving myself
of this consolation, small to-day, precious indeed
to-morrow. I was seduced by a certain air of

“ sacrifice ; I forgot that sacrifices of Ui kind



g
’

LIFE OF A FATHER. 69

are more easy at first than later. It is well to
think of those days when sorrow will return
without the excitement and distractions of the
debut, sad and lonely, comparing the present
with the past, the void with the happy possession.
These relapses no mourner escapes; flesh and
blood are never so entirely subdued that they
do not return at times to assert their claim.
Let the eye then have its solace.

Besides, this will not be only a solace to the
eye.  All the blessed thoughts which God has
sent me since yesterday, will not this portrait
help me to recover? The other will present
my daughter to me living, smiling, each time,
saying to me: “She lives no longer, she smiles
00 more.” This will bring her back to me
dead, but saying to me all that she has said
during these two days, and all that she will say
to me till the final moment of my own lifec.

Beven o’clock.
ONE thing that she has said to me, again and
again, is to hold myself ready, always ready,
to rejoin her. To be ready! There are many
ways of being ready, and amongst them there are
those which are but little Christian, withows
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mentioning those that are not at all so. To b«
without fear, because one thinks one’s self to b
without reproach, to call one’s self ready, becaus
one does not know what it is to be preparcd—¥
ignorance or pride; it is not faith.

But one can hold a far more christian view.
and still on this subject remain under greal
delusion.

Do I believe myself ready, because I have re
ceived several of those warnings, which re
minded me that I ought to be so? Shalll
believe myself ready because under the excite
ment of sorrow and bereavement I feel myself
drawn towards another world ?

Shall I belicve myself ready, because that ir
a transport of faith I have caught a glimpse of
eternal felicity ? )

All this may be but a presumptuous ardor, ex
bracing the end, but leaving aside the mean
and the endeavor. It issad to have to distrus
even those thoughts that an open tomb ma
have given rise to. But there is a danger, a ver
great danger here. Let us then watch.

How many errors sometimes lodge in a hous
of mourning! And if I say: How muc
blasphemy also! shall I be saying too much

1 have trembled more than once, When T hax
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seen the right of the sovereign judge openly
usurped ; when I have heard placed among the
redeemed, almost among the saints, such a de-
parted one whose destiny, on the contrary, has
given me cause for serious alarm. More than
once have I been tempted to believe it a fright-
ful satire. But no; it was in earnest. The
departure of the wicked has only served to con-
firm some in their ideas of the gate being wide,
and heaven open to all comers.

May not the innocent death of a child be liable
to encourage the same error ?

Without a doubt I can behold her in the bosom
of God ; but I ought not to forget that I am not,
for that reason, myself, the child assured, there
to find a place. I can thank God that death
hath presented himself to me under such a sweet
image ; but would it be right or good that death
should never cause me any more alarm, never
again in anything. Should I thus be truly
ready ?

To be ready is not merely to yield one’s self
to the will of God as to time ; it is above all to
throw one’s self on His mercy as to that which
is to follow death. To be ready, is to have
lived in the constant view of His mercy, the sole
hope of the sinner.
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. To be ready is not so much to be ready f
die, a thing at times easy enough, as to be read
if the will of God be so, to pass through
state of suffering which may fill up a lifetime.

To be rcady, in a word, is never to thir
one’s self ready, but to accept in advance all th:
God may see good to send to those who are e
deavoring to prepare themselves. He alone ct
judge if His work be fully accomplished in tI
soul ; at the most we can only declare the cor
mencement. And this, my child, is why I cann
reply to thee to-day, nor perhaps later: “I a
ready.” I canreply: “ God grant I may be
Thou hast at least taught me to ask this of Hir

Besides, does not all that relates to death r
mind us of our misery? God hath not wille
that the longest preparation, even the most chri
tian, should assure to us a death without a1
fear. Iknew a person who had witnessed mar
deaths, and could give admirable exhortatio:
on the subject, who, when death approached he
was afraid, not of the great hereafter, for s
loved the Saviour two well, but was afrai
as she told me herself, of the act of dying itse
the awful passage. But she took this as o
ought to take, in such a case, a saluta
humiliation, a warning never o believe ar

Fo
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gelves beyond the fear of death, and, finally,
when the moment came, all fear was taken away.
It might have been otherwise, alas! One con-
verted on the eve of dying may have a triumphant
(death ; a christian long ripe may depart humbly,
even timidly. The crown, without doubt, will
be none the less bright ; but God would that he
should, and that we should understand by his
example that our strength is not our own, and
that all depends on the mecasure given in our
time of nced.

Eleven o’clock.

THIS evening has had its painful moments.
-+ I'had spoken of these, and when I spoke of
them, it is probable I felt them coming. Shall I
have the humiliation of being less satisfied with
Inyself than on the last evening? I fear so. It
is true that even this humiliation may prove to
be a subject of satisfaction, for it is always good
to have gained some experience. It must never
be that we should believe ourselves beyond the
reach of sorrow, above the assaults of trial ; to
rise, we must first descend. The greatest chris-
tians have passed through this. “I suppress
my grief as ;nuch as possible,” said Calvin, wodes
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a great trial. “ My friends do their duty; but
they and I gain but little (ground).” Little!
no: This little is a great deal, and Calvin as-
suredly was not long in discovering this. This
little is the groping (if I may so call it,) of the
soul after the strength and blessing of God, to
enable it to become conformed to His will.

These heavenward gropings God will not
permit to be lost.

But therc are not only trials in this world,
there are also sorrows ; and if these sometimes
arrive without sufficient cause, how should
they not when trouble opens the door? Then
one is too apt to forget the good things one still
possesses, or if remembered, it is but to attach a
fear to every hope and to every joy some bitter-
ness. Thus have I done this evening ; was it
ingratitude? God is my witness, that I have
endeavored to chase from my mind all that could
be. That which He hath taken away shall not
make me forget what He hath left me. But it
might please Him to take away morc, and this.
is neither ingratitude nor distrust to meet a pos-
sibility which has been realized by so many.
Then, by the side of fear, and up to a certain
point, independently of fear, there is a general sen-
timent of the fragility of all thingg, 2nd of the

“
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emptiness of all our hopes, the vanity of every
earthly project. One may well indeed come to
the christian conclusion to lay held of the only
hope, to aspire to the true good ; this nothing-
ness and void arrest one. It is chilling and
alarming. One laments for the works one has
the most seriously and piously pursued. One
asks wherefore one should recommence on the
morrow, or how possibly begin with any degree
of ardor or taste. One perceives one’s self per-
petually condemned to weave a fabric which
the slightest breath may rend in pieces. One
says to onc’s self with Bossuet, not in a transport
of eloquence, with a bitter, poignant sincerity,
that if one had never been born, nothing had
been changed in the world. That which I have
done another could have done ; and if none had
ever done it, what would have it signified ? The
tempest would have but one vessel the less to
have wrecked, one tent the less to have swept
away.

One glides rapidly downwards by this train of
thought ; happily one also arrives as quickly to
some degree of alarm with the distance one has
made. All these bitter things I said to myself
this evening. Were they really in my heart?
No. As a child likes to raise the dust W \ws
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path, I was tempted to raise, as a cloud of dust
around myself, all this debris of happiness, and
the more sombre the cloud became, the more it
scemed to please me, but this was but the sport
of a child ; serious sport, nevertheless sport.
No; this dust is not the true atmosphere of
carth. In this nothingness, this void, there is a
somewhere to place our feet. A work, religiously
accomplished is never null, never lost, never
swept away entirely by any wind that may pass
over it. Duty is a reality, a living and consoling
reality. Thou askest wherefore shouldst thou
rccommence to-morrow ? Because God wills it,
Thou askest how thou canst recommence with-
out disgust? In remembering, I would say, that
all labor is for God. Does thy fabric fall to
picces ?  God hath imposed upon thee the labor,
not the success. Thou sayest thou wouldst that
thou hadst never been born! It is possible ; but
thou art born, and thy task is with thee. Thou
saycst that another could have performed it?
Perhaps so ; but it is for thee to do it. Thou
sayest that nothing would have been changed in
the world ? An error this ; thou hast thy place
in the sovereign plan, and, though it be no larger
than a grain of sand on the seashore, it is enough
that God hath assigned this place to thee, and

1
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thou hast no liberty to despise it, or to despise
thyself. Will the soldier despisc himself because
he is in the rearrank ? Will he also say, that
without him the army would none the less be
the army? Were he to say so, it would prove
that he understood nothing of his duty or his
post. But a soldier would not say this on any
account. On watch, though buried as it were
in the depth of a wood, he feels himself as much
the representative of the cause, the keeper of
the colors, in the last rank as if he were in the
foremost.

In the army of Christ, forerank, hind-rank,
are but words. Each soldier depends immed-
iately on his supreme head ; each has rececived
the honor of the keeping of the ensign, and if
one may have specially received it, it is not the
happiest or the greatest, but great or little, it is
he who suffers, who endures most. Dyed in
the blood of Jesus, the symbol of regeneration
through suffering, of glory through shame, he
loves this holy ensign to be borne by the

. hand that trial has consecrated, for then it is,
i above all, that the world, even the infidel world,
: is forced to-respect it. Yes! Itis to the af
i flicted above all that the task iz given to weks
the power of the Gospel shine forth befere =%
7%
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men. They have preéminently the demonstra-
tion of this in their hands, and Jesus will speak,
will triumph by each one of these. Then, here
again, is another remedy against the overwhelm-
ing depression which affliction may produce. I
have said that a common task for all exists, and
claims our energies. I did not say enough: it
is ever increasing, and God is at hand to increase
our strength in proportion to our need. Could
you have had any reason, before trial, for think-
ing yourself lost in the universe, useless to your
fellow-creatures, null in the Divine plan.—You
will have none afterwards. God’s plan is that
faith should quicken you, and that this quicken-
ing should proclaim faith. God’s plan is that
you should take up your task with a purer zeal,
a truer charity, that His name may be glorified.

That which, thanks to His grace, I have been
cnabled to say to myself, I would repeat to whom-
soever may be tempted to sit down listlessly on
the ruins of some broken happiness.

Have I vanquished, I myself, vanquished this
temptation ? I do not flatter myself. It may re-
turn ; it may still more than once or twice recon-
quer me. Ah! my brethren, weary and dis-
couraged ones, let us hold out the mutually sym-

pathizing hand, and let us notbe o exacting
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that he who has pointed out the way should be
the first to walk in it. The mission which God
has confided to us in the world, let us all en-
deavor to fulfill it first of all with one another.
Let us unite in common our prayers, our efforts,
our afflictions. Let no one shut himself up in
his own peculiar suffering ; let each feel himself
responsible for the discouragement of his com-
panions in trial, in suffering. Thus in the army
of the Lord will the privileged troop be estab-
lished, rich in his wounds, strong in the blood
shed, sustained and reanimated at all times by
Him who hath vanquished death.

Tuesday Morning, eight o’clock.

YESTERDAY, the day whigh alarmed me so

-much in prospect of its sadness and length,
I am almost ready to regret. It was the calm
interval amid the tempest of mourning ; the
silent course of this season of trial ushered it in.
A soul thus shaken attaches itself speedily to
whatever it may meet ; the habits of {wo days,
become a kind of support, and the soul shudders
to sec them about to be interrupted. Then
comes, instead of this degree of calm, which
ended in producing a sort of charm,We wwe-
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tions of the third day, the funeral accompani-
‘ments, the final parting. I have said what this
will be to myself ; I have not said, it is scarcely
possible to say, what it will be to another heart.
But this heart leans on me, and I must find forti-
tude for both; at present I have but too lit-
tle for one. Hence arises an apprehension which
oppresses me. I have spoken of habit. That
most rapidly acquired, and most pleasant, was
to pass as much time by the side of the child as
other calls upon me permitted. What will - this
empty, forsaken chamber henceforth be to me ?
‘Will it not appear more vacant than if it had
never been inhabited, more naked and. bare
than if it had never been adorned with these
flowers and wreaths, and that sweet radiance
which the face of.our little angel shed over it ?
Yesterday, and even this morning, I feared that
death might have envied us this last happiness.
But no, the brow is as pure, the whole face as
gracefully serene, as at the first moment. Let
those who may despise these smiles of death,
these charms promised to the sepulchre! I bless
God, for my part, for having preserved them to
us, for this pleasure to my eye will remain a
pleasure to my memory and heart. But these
last hours renew and revive every \ning, vecal-
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lections and scenes do not gradually succeed each
other ; they crowd, they crush and whirl them-
selves into the mind. I admire while I deplore
the fidelity of my memory, finding the smallest
little facts condemning me to all the associations
which so deeply wound. I think less of the cir-
cumstances attending the illness and the death
which returned so vividly the day before yes-
terday.

Now they are recollections of health, of her
little games, her pleasant laughter, of innocent
joys ; a thousand things, also, which did not
concern the child herself, which had never even
-attracted her attention, yet, which by some inex-
plicable association of ideas, come and mingle
themselves with this whirlwind of souvenirs. It
seems that she was not merely one of the charms
of my life ; she was the centre, almost the sole
object of it. Absurdity, absurdity! Never-
theless, this will not astonish any one who has
passed through like trials. Ah, how rich we
are in reasons for loving the creature! How
skillful we are in adding to their number. If
- all this could, at some blessed moment, become
love to God! If God werc thus to become the
centre and sum of our lives, the creature would
love everyone as much, but in amother wwy Y
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would love them in God, as we shall love them
a little later in heaven.

This is another of the phases of the LIFE
ETERNAL, unique in its essence, but a phase
which is one of the most difficult to realize on
earth.

Ten o’clock.
IT is to take place at eleven. The last prepara-
tions must be thought of. But first—the last
adieu of the mother.—I am silent ; I have said
why.

Half-past Ten o’clock.
IT was a great relief to me to have these adieux
no longer in prospect. The bouquet of violets
was taken away; the child was still left to me.

The coffin expected since yesterday came, hid-
den, vacant, but too sure not to remain vacant.
A soft cushion was at the head. I took the child
and laid her in it.

How quickly told! scarcely a line. And yet
how much in that one line may there not be?
Yes, just such is the end of all human existence,
whether it be long or short, surrounded by indif-
ference or love. A little more or a little less of

Zrembling of the hands which places one in his



LIFE OF A FATHER. 83

coffin—that is all. But when the hands tremble
‘with emotion as did mine, what a moment!
and if outward agitation can be told in a line,
how many pages would be necessary to recount
what is felt.

A crowd of thoughts blend themselves with
the liveliest sorrow. The coffin is as the visible,
palpable measure of our nothingness. When
the orator before the coffin, if it contain a hero,
shall say : “ Come and see the little which re-
mains of so much glory and grandeur!” the
father, before that of a child, shall say: “see
here that being which was all the world to us,
and seemed to fill all the world, so much did the
latter seem embellished and animated by her !”
The coffin is also the evident demonstration of
the futility of all our earthly hopes. Here one
seems to see years and tens of years folded up
as a vesture, and enclosed with her to whom
they once seemed promised. The coffin—and
here it is, above all, that the heart is ready to
break—the visible entrance to that abyss whence
none ever return. The abyss waits; the grave
demands its prey, and is impatient for it. It
must be that you deliver up to it your beloved
dead, and on closing the coffin you definitively
place among the ranks of the deceased Lwe o
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whom in your love you have still considered as
yet appertaining in some degree to the living
world.

And here there is, as I have experienced, a
double source of bitterness : to condemn yourself,
for these last days, not to see again that being
so much contemplated, so often looked upon, to
forbid yourself to see again that which charmed
both the eycs and the heart. At this moment,
in vain faith protests; in vain simple reason
protests. One cannot but take pity on him who
is bound to be shut up in this narrow, dark pri-
son, to be sealed there for ever ; one persists in
attributing to him the regret and the distress of
the living. The pagans supposed even those in
Elysian happiness to be subject to suffering ; they
depict them as never attaining to a state free of -
regret for the earth. But paganism is human ;
there is a spot of paganism in all of us. When
one takes flowers to a tomb, it may be a tomb
closcd for years, are not such flowers always
chosen which he who lies buriced there preferred ?
Is there not then within you a something which
believes that he still retains the tastes of the
past, still relishes the enjoyments which the
visible world yields, and you try to satisfy him

at least in one. There iz a sweetness in this
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sentiment ; and there is bitterness in that
which, when you yourself have closed a coffin,
makes you feel for a time that you have robbed
your child of the flowers, the sunshine, the pure
air, all that the world can promise or give to the
living. I drew back a long time, a very long
time, from this supremely trying moment. Pity
for myself seemed to justify my pity for her;
and to give her still time to take her adieu of
the light, and me to contemplate her again, to
take her little hands in mine, to kiss once more
her forehead, to murmur to her a few more
words. At length, as if rending asunder a-chain
which bound me, I arose. * Adieu,” I said,
““adieul” T closed the coffin, and imposed upon
myself never to unclose it more.

I have kept my word. I could see her again;
I will not see her again. I have yielded enough,
t00 much, perhaps, to this weakness of the flesh.
Too much? No. I believe these yieldings will
leave me now more at liberty than if I had com-
batted these weaknesses less. My eyes are satis-
fied with all the charm and all the sorrow which
this contemplation could offer me. No regret
will remain for the employment of these two
days ; I have lost nothing by it. The heart of
the Father is satisfied ; he will let the heaxtv st

8 ,
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the Christian recover its strength and regain its
empire.

Noon.

ALL is over.

Before the departure, the pastor assembled us
around the Bible. To the Bible be the first
and the last word in all things. What authority
it gives to him who comes to speak (in presence
of a coffin, one hand on the holy book, the other
pointing to Heaven,) of life and immortality | It
is no longer he who speaks; it is in a sense no
longer it ; it is the voice of all those who have

« believed in it, and through it, of those who are
consoled, saved ; it is the voice also of this new
guest of heaven who is there waiting to receive
you. We heard this voice. The divine promises
were renewed again in it ; our hearts opened as
to a new unexpected revelation of those holy
truths of which we had never doubted. Also,
when we came to the prayer, the signal, alas!
of the departure so much dreaded, it was then
that we were able almost without effort to offer
once more to God, by the trembling lips of the
pastor, the child which He had taken to Himself.

Shortly after, the procession moved along the



LIFE OF A FATHER. 87

street, the little bier covered with flowers ; and
this was, as it were, the picture of the journey
we have all to take. In advance, the deceased,
behind, the weeping friends ; but through their
tears they perceive the flowers, the crown. It is
death embellished, death crowned, death tri-
umphant, glorious, happy. The mystery is thus
revealed to them, and they are ready to follow,
without effort, wherever it may please God to
lead them ; and, if it be His will, to attain the
end speedily, to become in their turn this emblem
to others.

‘While I was thus absorbed in meditation,
reality followed its course, and soon arose be-
fore us the great gate which continually opens
to let one pass in who shall never go out again.

I have never accompanied a funeral to the
cemetery without being reminded of that im-
pressive chapter in which the prophet describes
the dead as going to meet a newly deceased one,
and hailing him with sombre joy, “ Art thou
also become like unto us?” It is true that this
dead one is a King, and a great King, whose
fall has profoundly moved the occupants of
Hades. But it nevertheless seems to me that I
sec this severe jurisdiction of the sepulchre, ex-
ercised upon all who enter it, as a primaxy W
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ment of God. As each enters, I seem to 1
from the long line of tombs how the new co
is received ; I have heard sweet words of
come, and I have also heard terrible ones.

Happy are those who are sure beforehand
hearing, as it were arising from the depth of
tombs, only the murmurs of love and welco
I have heard this. The dead congratuls
Madeleine on having entered so young into
rest of the Lord ; they repecated to me: * Su
the little children to come unto Him!” and
tle children joining their voices to the oth
hailed their new companion with the swee
words they had learned in Heaven.

It is amongst these that I havé left her
that part of the field of the dead where those
the city repose. Of whom has she taken
place? Iknow not. Who, one day, will t
hers? A child yet unborn, if even those
whom this child shall be born are yet among
living. A little more or a little less crowc
generations must succeed each other in this f
of death, as they do those fields which they ct
vate, or as they do in our noisy, busy cities ; :
Ilove that my child should repose in this histc
earth where for many ages have slept the d

of the ancient city of Geneva. Al those ¢
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erations which I called up around her baptism,
I now evoke around her tomb, not to do her
honor, assuredly not, but that she may be happy,
and proud of this distinction, and to fortify my-
self by the recollection of the great courage of
those who have there found a last resting place.
Ah! how much would they have preferred to
have borne their children hither, than to have
left them (as many were called to do) in the power
of the persecutors of the faith! Those parents
who were privileged to bring their children with
them into the city of refuge, and to see them
there born at the foot of the cross of Christ,
how happy! How well these knew, when God
recalled his gifts, to console themselves, in
giving themselves to Him, and laboring two-
fold more for the advancement of His reign.
About forty feet or more, from this tomb, to
which I shall often return, a stone marks the
spot where Calvin rests. His three children
were takep before he was called away, and this
he said when one of them died: “God has
given me a son; God has taken him away.
Have I not ten thousand children in the chris-
tian world ?”

Here is the grand secret for filling up the
great void often made in our hearis, Vi \o =

8 - DYDY %'3
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bor according to our strength in the work
God upon earth. A Calvin will recruit soldie
of the cross by tens of thousands ; another,
may be painfully, by twos and threes ; anoth
can but humbly make Him known, under t
pressure of some severe trial, by his patien
and resignation. There is work to be do
which demands eloquence and genius ; works
great practical usefulness, demanding large gift
there is also the giving of a cup of cold wat
more eloquent, often, than the most eloque
words, more productive of good than the gift (
treasures.

To labor on, no matter how, with God, isn
this the surest way never to feel ourselves f
from Him—without Him? Yes, they were rigl
the great christians of the past ; for it is in givi
ourselves to Him that we attain to the ability
give, definitively and without reserve, all th
He sees good to take—riches, friends, paren
or children.

Adieu then, once more, dear Madeleine, swe
little angel! The history of these three da
will be, I know, the history of many moz
These alternations of rising and falling will 1
peat themselves ; these holy resolutions whi

God hath enabled me to make, may wWaveyr

.
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times ; this poor heart, which.at moments almost
mounts up with joy, I feel already floating on
the waves of sadness. 1 have said adieu to thee,
my daughter, again and again ; and I shall often
call to thee as if thou couldst answer me; I -
shall seek thee as though I ought to find thee;
happy if I vex not myself with thy silence, thy
absence, and if I can suppress in my heart the
culpable murmuring to which it would fain give
utterance.

But what reason have I to expect that my
apprenticeship should be completed in three
days? God has promised to be with me; He
has not promised to lead me in three days, nor
in any set time, into a state where I shall have
1o longer need of his succour to strengthen me,
nor of his grace to pardon weakness, distrust
or ingratitude. I spoke two days ago of the
seed and the fruit. The seed must have time;
the best fruit is not that whiech most quickly
ripens. I know that the sunshine of grace can
work greater marvels than that of nature. But
marvels are the exception ; the rule is, that the
fruits of trial are produced slowly in the solitude
of the heart.

Of this I will try to persuade myself; I shall
not then be too much discouraged When Rnese
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failures occur, nor too ready to proclaim ¢
victory.

I shall not deprecate the ordinary duties a
cares of life as a burden, nor take them up in
worldly spirit as a distraction. God will tea
me to profit by the evil and the good, the co:
mon as well as the more elevated things, givi
to each its proper place and its true value, f
so shall “all things work together for good
them who love God.”

To-day all things seem to me to be envelop
in crape, the sombre shade of which seems
extend itself all around me. But soon throuy
this gloomy mist will all the joys which G«
hath still left to me begin to delineate the:
selves, as the smile of a child through its tea
If I were to listen to my feelings of to—day.
should say that I had finished with joy, ai
might be tempted to think it due to thy memox
Madeleine, to promise to it either indifference
contempt. But no; this is not that which th
expectest of me, for it is not what God require
That which God wills, that which thou expecte
is, that these remembrances of thee should follc
me in my joys as well as in my sorrows. Inn
trouble thou wilt be to me the gentle messeng
of heaven, where there is “neither sorrow n
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" crying :” in my joys thou wilt tell me that all is
passing away, and thou wilt shed over my heart
that “sorrow as unto God” which does not dis-
color this life, but which lends to it the sweet
solemnity of Heaven.

Adieu! I would still write more. It seems
to me that in laying dowu the pen I am taking
leave of thee again, and that this time is the
last. .

Adieu! These few pages will help me to find
thee again when I have need of thee ; but I could
indeed find thee without them.

Adieu, till we meet above! Awu revoir, from
here below, every day. Have I uot said that
faith and sight are two sisters ?

Adieu! The earth demands me. Thou wilt
prevent my forgetting that Heaven also demands
me. '
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